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looked up or crossed the room he could see the new words
and their meanings. He carried lists of them in every
pocket, read them while he walked to the library or to
Mabel's, mumbled them as he sat over his food or prepared
for sleep. When the need came in a story for a precise word,
and out of the hundreds of lists sprang the one with the
exact shade of meaning, he was thrilled to the core of his
being.

But how could he get his stories past the stone barricade
of editors who protected their genteel publics from the
onslaughts of barbarians from the West ? There was no one
to help him, to give him a word of advice. He did not know
an editor or writer or any one who had ever attempted to
write. He was fighting the battle alone, in the dark, with
nothing but his strength, his determination, his convictions,
and his feel for narrative to sustain him. He poured his
soul into his stories and articles, folded them just so, put
the proper amount of stamps inside the long envelope,
sealed it, put more stamps on the outside and dropped it into
a mailbox. It travelled across the continent and after a
lapse of time the postman returned it. He was convinced
that there was no human editor at the other end but a
cunning arrangement of cogs that changed the manuscript
from one envelope to another and stuck on the stamps.

Time! Time I was his unending plaint, time to learn, to
master his craft before the lack of money for food and rent
destroyed him. There weren't enough hours in the day to
do all the things he wanted. It was with regret that he
tore himself away from his writing to study, with regret
that he tore away from serious study to go to the library and
read the magazines, with regret that he left the reading-
room to go to Mabel's for the only hour of recreation he
permitted himself. Hardest of all was to put aside his books
and pencil and close his burning eyes for sleep. In his great
passion he limited himself to five hours5 sleep a night. He
hated the thought of ceasing to live even for so short a time;
his sole consolation was that the alarm clock was set for
five hours ahead, the jangling bell would jerk him out of